CHAPTER      TWENTY
minutes of my arrival, I turned sharply round,
looked up at the window, and saw Mr. John Barry-
more's monkey. It gibbered at me, spat, turned its
shameless back with a gesture of derision, and dis-
appeared. *
Cursing Mr. Barrymore for so falsely arousing my
hopes, I stepped into the car. We were still in Los
Angeles, and I wanted to drive to Hollywood. It
sounds easier than it is, Los Angeles covers an area
of over one hundred square miles. The movie colony
is scattered indiscriminately over that area. After I
had been driving at full tilt for over half an hour, I
came to the conclusion that vice, however flagrant,
must be spread somewhat thin in this city,
But where was it - this vice? I studied the houses
that flashed by. How could anybody be immoral in
such houses? They basked in the late sunlight, pink
and green and tiny. There were rows and rows of
them, stretching for miles from the mountains to the
sea. They were naive and unsophisticated, they had
amusing roofs of coral, and their windows were
painted a bright sea-blue. The gables were flirta-
. tious in jade and yellow, and the chimneys poked
impudent painted heads to the eternally brilliant
sky. They were houses which might have been lifted
straight from the fairy tales of Hans Andersen. One
Sslf that their door-knockers were made of barley-
sugar, and that if one were to break off a piece of the
roof, it could be eaten as an acid-drop.
How could people be immoral in them? I found
out, later on, that it was quite impossible. There is
only one thing to be done as soon as one has passed
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